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British Legion in Spain. — Tn a recent discussion in the House of 
Commons it was stated, that of 14,000 men sent to Spain, composing 
the legion, only 5,100 had returned home; such had been the suffer- 
ings of these deluded men hy privations, fever, and the sword. The 
arrears due to the legion from the Spanish government are stated at 
£200,000; some of the officers have had no pay since June, 1836, 
and are obliged to follow menial employments to procure their daily 
bread. The misery which this expedition has inflicted on thousands 
of their countrymen surely will he a warning to Britain never again 
to waste human life in political interference in the affairs of Suaia 
and Portugal. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF WILLIAM LADD, 

THE APOSTLE OF PEACE, AND FATHER OF THE AM. PEACE SOCIETY. 



FY D. Pl.UMliE. 



" Our father and leader, the founder of our Society, and the champion of our cause, 
the apostle and martyr of peace, has gone to his final reward." — Eulogy an Wm. Laj>o. 

i. 
'Tis not of kings or warriors renowned, 

Whose deeds are writ in blood on time's old page; 
Nor yet of him whom classic wreaths have crowned, 
Whose name has rung with plaudits round the age; 
Poets, heroes, scholars, the circle round ; 

Not these call forth my thoughts, my pen engage: 
'Tis not Iheir fame I fain would now rehearse — 
To Ladd 1 consecrate my humble verse. 

ii. 
I sing of him, the friend of sacred peace, 

Whom death has smitten with relentless stroke, 
And bid his generous heart its throbhings cease, 

To beat no more till from his slumbers woke 
By Gabriel's mighty trump, which shall release 

The captives of the grave, and death revoke: 
Yet shall the faithful page his fame prolong, 
And poets sing his praise in deathless song. 

in. 
Moulded by nature to the law of love, 

His pulse beat warmly in its noble shrine; 
But when by inspiration from above, 

His spirit quickened into love divine, 
'Twas then he felt his heart's deep fountain move, 
As on time's scroll he traced each bloody line, 
And marked the gory track of direful War, 
And saw vast millions crushed beneath his car. 

IV. 

The all-devouring sword he fain would sheath, 

And teach a jarring world the art of peace; 
When learning war no more, each man beneath 

His garden vine should find a sweet release 
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From clashing arms, fierce foes, and murderous death; 

And see the waves of strife at length surcease, 
And love's bright banners every where unfurled, 
In triumph waving o'er a quiet world. 



In prompt obedience to his Saviour's call, 
To consummate this work, he freely gave 

His pen, his purse, his time, his life, his all; 
And chose instead thereof a marly r*3 grave. 

A martyr's grave! ah, who would shrink to fall 
In such a cause? It were divinely brave, 

To wage a bloodless war, and life expend, 

In bringing all earth's strife to final end. 



At first, with few to cheer him on his way, 
His noiseless effort won but small applause; 

But Truth, unheeded and despised to-day, 
By (leaven's impartial and eternal laws, 

Is destined soon to triumph, and display 
Its glories. Thus Ladd his favorite cause, 

At length beheld in majesty extend 

From Minot's* vales to Europe's farthest end. 

VII. 

What independent state or crowned head, 
Through all the bounds of civilized men, 

Has not the words of our apostle read, 
And felt the potence of his ready pen? 

And though he slumbers with the silent dead, 
Y' t lives his name, and still shall live, e'en when 

The hero's fame has fled the peaceful earth, 

And vanished with the deeds that gave it birth. 

Till. 

Nor was his love capricious in its kind, 
Moved by a single form of human ill, 

But free as air, and ever unconfmed, 

Its only measure was the Saviour's will; 

Hence, while he strove in bonds of peace to bind 
The hostile nations, unexhausted still, 

He mourned the millions by intemperance slain, 

And sighed to burst the bondman's galling chain. 

IX. 

Rest, then, Ihon servant of the Prince of Peace, 
Humanity shall mourn thy fall with tears; 

Yet shall the glory of thy work increase, 
And flourish with the ever-rolling years; 

Till o'er the land, and o'er the distant seas, 

Flashing his light, the Sun of Peace appears, — 

Appears full orbed, to set in blood no more, 

And pours his brightness to the farthest shore. 

* The place of Mr. Ladd's residence. 
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ON THE SAME.* 

Farewell, holy man! gone home to thy rest; 

While o'er thee each friend of humanity weeps, 
And the children of grief thy philanthropy blest, 

Bend in sadness around, where the peacemaker sleeps. 

No more can the lonely and desolate heart 

Be cheered by thy counsels, thy prayers and thine alms; 

When storms lash the ocean, and hope must depart, 
Thy presence no longer the mariner calms. 

Thou art gone where the widow has ceased to mourn, — 
Where the outcast and orphan bright mansions have found, 

Where the sword and helmet no longer ate worn, 
An the note of the war-trumpet never can sound. 

But the harps of the ransomed are heard in its stead, 

And lips that are holy shall teach thee to bear 
Thy part in the song of the glorified dead, 

While seraphim silent the melody hear. 

Now thou canst commune with the prophets of old, 

With the martyrs who feared not the sword or the flame; 

Yea, that numberless throng thou'lt for ever behold, 
On whom the Redeemer has written his name. 

Thou hast seen the sweet spirit, whose earthly career 
Was finished at Ava,t mid sufferings unknown; 

Whose labors of love, while she tenanted here, 

Were a text-book to thee, and a guide to thine own. 

Shall we sorrow for thee, whose bliss is complete? 

Or weep that the promised possession is given? 
For tby mission of peace, the reward that is meet, 

An inheritance large in the kingdom of heaven. 

But we lank at our loss, and mourn for thee still, 

In grief that is hallowed and sacred to love; 
Nor dried be the tear of remembrance till 

We meet in the home of the ransomed above. J. M. P. 



OUR OWN OPERATIONS. 
We have departed in some degree from the course usually pursued 
by kindred societies, iu saying very little about our own movements. 
We have kept our readers apprized of our general operations, and 
occasionally reported the labors of our co-workers in other countries ; 
but we have seldom given in detail what the servants of our cause 
at home have been doing. We have dealt less in narrative than in 
argument, and have been less anxious to inform our readers what 
we ourselves were doing, than to show them what ought to be done 
by all the friends of God and man for the promotion of our cause. 

* These lines, from a lady unknown to us, we should have inserted in our last, had 
they not been mislaid. f Mrs. Ann H. Judson. 



